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ladies charge professors with obtaining fees from them under pre-
tence of teaching them the art of music-hall singing, without the
smallest qualification for that task. And yet these young ladies
have only lost a pound or two and a few weeks' time. I wonder
how many ambitious young people have paid eminent professors
hundreds of pounds, and taken lessons for many years, only to
find themselves hopelessly bankrupt in voice, chance of success,
purse, and sometimes health at the end of the process. There you
have the justice of this foolish world. The New Cut professor
gets three months' hard labor for a venial exaggeration of his own
powers; whilst his rival at the West End, who richly deserves to
be transported to Saghalien, gets half a dozen new pupils, all
guaranteed to be manufactured into Pattis in the course of five
years or so. The most distinguished singer at the Alhambra was
Miss Katie Lawrence, who, in addition to the staple music-hall
qualifications of a fine car for pitch and the power of making a
well-marked refrain go with a perfect swing, has the unusual ac-
complishment of a pretty moy^a voce, which derives additional
charm from its contrast with the heartily strident tone which she
produces, in the received music-hall manner, by vigorously ex-
tending her chest register all over the middle of her voice* After
Miss Lawrence had sung Keep your nose out of my bonnet, with
that thoroughness of style which always marks the successful
artist, Jacobi, by the sheer majesty of his personality, rebuked an
uneasy audience into silence whilst the band played the overture
to Fra Diavolo.

The musical side of Mr Daly's revival of Twelfth Night is a
curious example of the theatrical tradition that any song written
by Shakcspear is appropriate to any play written by him, except,
perhaps, the play in which it occurs. The first thing that happens
in the Daly version is the entry of all the lodging-house keepers
(as I presume) on the sea-coast of Illyria to sing Ariel's song from
The Tempest, Come unto these yellow sands* After this absurdity
I was rather disappointed that the sea captain did not strike up
Full fathom five thy brother lies, in the course of his conversation
with Viola.
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